Sosthenes and everything else seemed gone into air.
Here the pair of them stood, linked with an admiration
for Timotheus.

"Lady Theodora," he said, uwill you tell me where
you live? I want to ask you to let me send you those
two short books of Timotheus. You ought to know
them."

"That is very, very kind of you," she said. "I cannot
tell you what Timotheus means to me. I am not Lady
Theodora; simply Theodora. I live at One, Arbutus
Terrace."

"Oh, up there on the hill, beyond the timber-yard?"

She was astounded. How did this heir to the Empire
know two houses in an out-of-the-way quarter?

"Yes, Prince," she said; "near the playground."

"I know it," he said. "The master of the School there
is the writer on St. John, a man called Pammenes. I often
go to see him on texts and so forth. But if you will let
me, I will send you those two books; and others later,
perhaps. You will know that the two I mentioned are
the heretical books. By heretical, I mean illumined by
God; a horrible shock to tallow candles."

She laughed; she had a very winning laugh. He
looked at her with admiration. She knew that he had
liked her laughter and her curtsy. She saw Sosthenes in
the doorway, perplexed at the Prince's coming, and
wondering what he was finding to talk about with
Theodora.

"Here is Sosthenes, Prince," she said.

"Ah, thank you," he said. He moved over to Sosthenes
and shook him by the hand. "Let me welcome you to
The City," he said, "and congratulate you on this most
beautiful theatre. I come now with a shocking proposal,
and as I know it to be shocking, I felt that I must come
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